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To the right Honorable 


my Lady Anne, Counteſſe of Darbie, now 
wife to che right Honorable Sir Thomas 
Fgerton K night, Lord Keeper of the 
great Seale of England, and one 
of bis Maieſties moſt honorable 
priuic Couaſell. | 


Ight Honorable hauing no eeunes at al 
/ 10 make knowne the humble affetFion 1 
lere vnis your good Ladyſhip , but 
YN in putting the patronizing of this my 
DY poore paines vpon your Honour : hoping 
firſt,for the tender loue you boare to the Delia of my ſor- 
rowing ,you will deigne both to looke auer it, & ſauour it: 
_— the hartie loue (im no little bono. kindneſſe) your 
La, boare to your bumble Sernant my late Vucle Marm. 
Newton; who in the bitter paines of his death, diſ- 
cours d the bountiful aſſection your La. boare vnto him, 
and what leſſe be had ſuitaind in looſing ſo good 4 La. 
and Miſtris : which corſite inwardly ſo greeued hin, that 
he grew weerie of the World, lamentine to his laſt gaſpe, 
that he had not time to preferre me to your Ladiſhips 
Jawour that his former laue towards you, and your three | 
honourable Daughters dying in hem, might line in mee. 
CAndihu hoping that with the remembrance of both, 
your Ladiſhip will deigne to accept my paines to your 
ſauour, in the ampleſt hope of my dtfire. 
Your Ladiſhips deuoted 
in all humilitie, 
A 2. T bo, Newton. 


—_—_ w_ 


„E. 


To che right Honorable my Lady Arne 
,ein: 


CA, Sluer ſhower from your rich orient eyes, ; 
. Ate trick ung ooo thoie Alpeh where Beaute keeperh, © 
Would mort adorng the | ombe where News bes; 
Since that a Virgia tor a Virg n weepeth. 
Good Lady trom your ieact one th oaght I crave, 
Iothi ke uo port Mu Deba lycs aue: 
Aua it to weepe a teaſe, hat wil l um mooue Yo, 
Intorwnate was ſhe, to deare to louæ ye ; . 
But | dare tweare your cyes haue wept io many, 
That you are not à teare behmnde with any. - * 
* 7. N- ww” 


K * — 88 - 
— 
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To the right Honorable my Lady Francia, ” * 
F. Ainting with ſorrow this m ling Muſe, 

R7 Equres axinuch of you for Debes death: 

A, Teare uſmal: eycs,that ate lorrowes lluct, 

N.. Euer drops one, for one ſodearc on earth, 

c. Ould all your teates at ouce be dry diſtill d. 

1 Know you would not lesue one dtop vnſbead, 

S. O deacyou loud your Delia, wiapt mn lead. 2 


m YE we WE IIS. UNI Ie On 


— _— — .< 


: "_ 4 . 
Tothe right Honorable, my Lady Elizabeth. 
E. Ves that before her death, did then behald her, 
L. Amentes in flood of teares to looſe their ſeeing, H 
I. N 60 lefle I h our fares laſoldes hen * 
r * 
10 Laly)more,at ny defire, NS, Kos 
B,- Vt fer w groenhy teres a worchivr fiat: 
E. Lic ſhall a and paynes with grictezetire, . 
T. Ha for i —— IEEE ES 
Eete with my payac boungden I piue, 
ie lee. 5 3 
- ene 1 
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APOETICALL EX. 


cuſue Qilchurle of qurlate.. 
EL1Z A. 


CASTIT MS. 


Sew I ſad Angellin an Angelabreſt 
Inthroned late in glory, (tate, and blifle, * 
But now diiplac't to mourne my throne at reſt, 
1 ice how brittle (late, and glory is t | 
My vertuous ſo proude, was neuer ſcene, 
Not ſo preleru'd from bloc, from breach, ot ſtaine: 
Ot euer was ſo rich in any 
As in this Delis whom I thus complainet = 
No ſtrangers eye but weepes that never knew hes,” 
W hat then can mine, that neuer lod ge without her : 
Or what can Deb ſaules that (ill did view her / 
Or her chaſt benutious traibe that kept about her ? 
Ye Nampbseo het link'c all like burniſh't amber 
Why let ye death _ her privy chamber? 
—— fainting (tood, 
Adin ä we 
M* cm'd all wich blades of hope & ſpearcꝭ of peaiets, 
Piet hangiag down o hare to ſhed deaths bload 
And dreach his forces in a ſea of teares. 
With ſtormes of ſigh we ſtriu d to weake his ſtrength, 
Yer pu tag e 
et with creeping dart at 
Deptia d vs (wreiches) ofour Deitie 2 :: if 
When we awalc's,qad werche all fleepie bourey, N 
That mid- night death eche ho heauic brain doch couer, 
That end of all viatping — 
Rob'd 1 vs, who 
O Lords! why let yes ſuch a oe bereaue hart, 
Fhac makes 13 al Aer mourn, weep, & keade ber. 
A3 Hergs. 


2. 
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Tena m- 
taliti ſub- 
tells nume- 
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— Funeral, 


; a HEROES. 
Ove te 
—— — — — 
Our ec. — carce do weepe, 
2 
But —— in our wiſedomes arts, and ſkill, ; 

To finde a meane, by all the mennes we could, 88 

Which meane we found, but bein morrall ſill, 

No meane immortoli could we finde for ' "mh | 
Wits witleſſe thus, ceal'd to proceed in prine I 
I to be bliade ia heeing ? * 4 

hearcleſſe thus, ceaf*d longer to mai 
That wrong, which had no on earth n 

O World! why dedſt thou ſoſtet neh 8 for,” 

Wy OUS woe. &: 
nn mu en ; : 

The par Garner yet wholly enen, 
been bar well, makes torker rave her, 
wulle 16 be forlerne. . - ___ 


1— —ͤ— 8 2 IP i 
The loſſe Vieginiie r 
— 2 


— — — 1 
i never breake their ber, 
— inlurge — 5 


Elixas Fantr al, 


But now che mether and her iſſues combe: 
Alas too timdleſſe dad | bring ber foonh, 
Since ſhee too timcleſle is returade againe: 
More ioy Icooke to ſes her living worth 
Thea thus in warpping of my Das ſlaine + 
7 Her life, how tich a life was it to 
| The fight of her, how rich a t bliſt itt 
How then her death, is it not grieſe to any? 
N Tes, griefeʒ wich croſſe of hopes to them that wiſlit ic. - 
181 Dales | wayle,and with mine eyes be weepe her, 
That neither chou nor I hadſt tower to keepe het. 
— 
. F any 5 or , 
& | E 
Had fed her vitall ſpirits, with their ſight 2 
p Then would not | haue meorn'd,cot Deke di de. | 
The whiteſt ſear I hadgmy Drks had in, - | > — =" 
The greeneſi Palace of my breſis ſupport, — 
The ticheſt Mount ( the richeſ hands had made ic ) Kchmand. 
Was hers, where ſhe did laſlly her Court 3 a 


by That time of laſt, would it had never : 
Then had my — laſted euer. 
For one poore peri Tine, my Queene 
Aud me, doch both in c — lever. In corps 1 
— —ͤ—u: ve 50a 
hat not leud vs time vhs a | & 
” .*- | TA. _ 25 
wy Was the Aſecliſt that did attend her, 
* Weſt to her vitall web, ber br 2 ' 
I was that T awe, againſt my will, did ende ber, 
And he that ſet the — point oſ hope, 
Along my Snayliſb-iourncy 25 1 wen, 
1 ed my Dalia in a dextrou hand, 
And hui g traucld fatre (+ laſt a Saint) 
My chaſt cempenios, wild, me take atand, 


Elizas Funeral. 


Till the afreſh had gotten breath and winde : 
— 4 Now I chat had no ioyntt to reſt not bend, 
uni Conſttaind to trauell, left my Saint behind, 
Et pedatus Els had we trauel d to our iourneys end. 
Fe phantis Thoufatall Cl ho, to my Sacred ſweet, 
Kara. Wouldft not afford her T me, heart, breath, not feet: 
CLOT HO, 
1 S:ucke the Diftaffe in my boſome faſt 
Wheteon my Deu u life was wrapt in Flaxe, 
And duehy fate, till many yeeres were 
My Diſtaffe bare and threed ful length was waxt: 
Which threed when firſt my Sifters gau to ſpin ic 
Nodirepre» How falt they drew, ſo faſt icrol'd and knotted, 
ſeutiut mi» That more their care and pꝛine was to begin it, 


— em Doubting too timeleiſe breach to it allotted. 
Z- Put having ſpun a full third part and more, 
The other two it turned all to gold, 


reum, aure· 


an eaer- And ſpun not halfe ſo harſh as d did before, 
ire. Till all at laſt vpon a knot it rold. 


nl. o Lecbiſu, thy ſpinning and my paine, 
Va few, Was bat to put on Tims, and done in vaine. 
LC H ESIS. 


Las, had I had ſubttance whereupon to pull, 
Or where withall to adde vnto her threed, 
My fingers ſhould not wearie, not mine cies be dull, 
Nor night, nor day from worke lay downe my head: 
For rich was be that might but kiſſe her hand, 
Aad much eſteemꝰ d, that had her word of praiſe: 
How proud was he, might at her doore but ſtand 
And hold a Polax in her — dayes ? 
Amongſt theſe riches then, how rich was I ? 
T hat had. both twiſting, twining of the Clew, 
Ne greater riches with my De ha die, 
Then whom ſhe lou'd,mult ſeeke cheir love anew. 
— — Oh had I ( Atropos) Flax for her life, 
' Thou ſhouldſt not ouly ſpin, but breake thy knife, 
| Arrepes 
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eAT ROPOS. | 
SO Angel-like,immortall-ſceming Saiat, 
The tract ofher moſt ch iſt and proſperous life, 

Did make the worldings thiake that ſcarce conſtraint 

Could bring het Threed once vnder yoake of knife, 
I cannot chufe bot mourne,her death, their griefe, 

S dee did ſo loue them: they no leſſe deſeru?d it. 

And held her next to one on Earth for chiefe: 

Her as her loue, andloue as her preſerv'd it. 
If Chths's yy had been = ſupplide, 

And Lacbeſis (mall Fingers ſpianiog longer: 

My Keife ould Nill have ung cloſe by my fide, 

And neither edge nor poynt toucht threed, nor wrongd 

But Name, thou art ſhe that would'r not give (her, 
Subltaunce of life, to make my Delia live. 
NATY RA. 
Hen firſt iny curious Peaſill did purtrae 
The pure com limbes of Dat forme; | 
Mee thought my fingers ſtrived to affaie Mo 
A worke immortall, not terreſtriall borne, 
And having brought it to a full perfe Qzon; 
The very Gods deſcended done te feos «+ 
T heir next celeſtiall ſhape, with ſuck affectiom 
It pleaſ d them ſo, they would haue robbed mee. 
Bat I more glorying in my labour taken, 

Grew iealous of the ſame, the whiles *cwas mine: 
Since hen, my worke it ſelſe had me forſaken, * 
The Gods haue ſeeted her in heauen to ſhines 

Daub was the fatall meſſenger that croſt her, 

Shee having ſpent my ſtrengrh, I haging loſt her, 

ORS. 


Was that fatall executioner 
That gaue that fatall Rroke of Delia deaths 
I alſo was chat fatall Meſſenget 
That brought this fatall * into the Earth, 


I was 


_ — — — — 


Elizas Funtrall. | 
Morieft vis I was that theeſe which ſtole into her chamber | 
11m 07% = And firſi that made her faint, the N. ympbes ro wonder: 
ſus, I was thattraytour which did feare no danger 
For acting treaſon to be rent aſunder z 

Yet what IL did, was by the Gods agreed, - 
Mors non And not by me, but by the Powers abone her; 
babct c They, not my dart, had made your Delia bleed; 


— _— But for to make het know how they did loue her t 


ni attio © A Quicrof Angels did diſcend beneathe, - 
dcorum To take her vp to he auen, too good for carthe, 
eANGELI, 


Eaſe Nymphes with teates toouercharge your eies, 
For Delia, weepes not now, that ſhe hath left ye, 
Comfort your — in earth for ſhe in skies, 
Cornfortsd by them, which late bereft ye, 
So many yeeres the Gods did let ye keepe her, 
In tender loue {or to ſupport your peace, 
But being gone, it naught 2uailes to weepe her. 
Snee now enioyes a cto ne of longer leaſ: 3 
Let this ſuffice how looth ſhe was to part, 
So long as ſhe had tongue, hand, eye or breath, 
Till whenour Quire of Angels tooke her heart, 
Shee then bid welcome ioyes, and farwell earth. 
Where once ech ſoule his Deas ſoule ſhall ſee, 
Crowd in another kinde of Maicllic. 
FAMA. | 
. Right heauens, you that enioy our Delias ſoule, 
' Famaeſt And death with Death that cauſd our Ladies moorne 
— SD That did the wiledome of our lords controule, 
— And ſtriu'd againſt all Synthuc power in ſcotne, 
f . Kno this that Fame immortall uh earth, 
As yoda in heauen, and will not looſe her ſo: 
Vou haue her ſubllance; Ia God beneath, 


Will keepo the ſubltange of her life to ſhew, 


— — 


— 


Shas Famerall. gu > 


| I haue her hope done in as ligely die, „ 
At i my Deke were her ſelfe in being: — BS x 
And that's her Delias (elfe ynto my eye, 
I need no other Delia for my ſeeing: 5 
And yet me thinkes ſhee not in heauen eſeign'de, * 
So plaine I keepe her T rophey in my minde. . 


I Have in writing Golden Pens to ptayſe her, 
In dateleſſe Volumes of the ſiluer ayre, 
The very (tile ſo loftie high ſhall raiſe her, 
That Tus ſhall be too ſhort id te are her haite: 
herein ſhall firſt her Chaſtitie be writ 


As pure in Picture as it ſelfe was pure: * F 
Next her Religion, Loue, her Arte and Wit "  Paitcalts, | 
So faire, that Delia life may till endure, Relief 
Then Syntbas thinke thou haſt thy Delia euer: verd. 

The Heauens do keep hot ſoule, thou keep'ft her life, - — 

Which life (1 vow]from thee ſhall geuer ſeuer, — 
Nor ſubiect bee to Fates Atropjian knife via 

Take this to wipe thy bleared eyes againe, „ 
Her liſe is thine, though Heauen her ſoule containe. 
4 i 


AT length to Church I brought my Del Hearſe, 
Blindfolded (for my eyes were blinde with crying) 
And all a long the way in howling verſe, 
I ſunga Dirge vnto her vtmoſt dyingt 
The Birdes aboue, while I id ſing beneath, 
rne Wick hcartlefle yeelping fil'd the Gluer ayte, 
„ Ne with a ſhriller Quier then Ion earth, 
For all Lſob'd,] howl'd,ang rent my haire t 
. But then to helpe my Song my Delia Singers, | 
4 meane her boyes new turn*dto Blacke from Red, 
ike Lambs by Uthers norſ' d, with Orpheus fingers) 
Mix: teaes with Notes to = her buried: Þ IA 
. 4 * 
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And to be chang'd to clay, her Robes from gould, 
Her princely Guard to Woormes, her bed to mould. 
Nr HA. 
Now hath Attendance done the laſt commande, 
That loue or duetie to our Delia ought 
It need not watch her call, or ſlender hand: 
The one is mute, the other waſtes to nought. . 
Now are our Reuels and our dauncipy ſport, 
Turnde all to ſighes, each one to private plaine 
Now Dela can no more remooue her Court, 
The Graue's her Pallace, and the woormes her traine 
Shee isarrayde in Robes,in Pearle, in Stone: 
But not ſo rich as ſhe was wont to bee: | 
For why; ſhee lackes vs Ladyes euery one, 
The worſt her ſclfe,ſhee lackes as well as wee: 
Her Robes are ſullen, ſuch as Earth containet 
Her Stones yapolliſh'r, Pearle, Earthes ſinking raine, 
HEROES. 
OV: = did now behold their laſt beholding 
Of Debas ſhape, wrapt in obſcuritie: 
Till that the crummie Earth her corpesinfoulding, 
Had blinded vs with his condenſitie: 
Returning then our thoughtes, began to paint 
Her lyuelie ſhape with new rememberannce : 
And comming to her face, a new Complaint 
Grew,thinking on ſo ſweete 2 countenaunce, 
Thatthen we thought we had a new to make 
Both mourning veſtmentes,teares, ꝑraue, heatſe and alk 
For Delia ſeem'd a new in life to wake, 
When was but done a new her Funerall. 
A griefe ynto vs all, to them moſt wretched, 
Te whem our Deke; loue and bountie fltetched. 


PHISICT. 
Vid Chaſtirie the Nanpber and noble Peres: 
Our oucr-wecried Wittes and drowlie 2 


Er Fancr all. 


Refiles retires with droughtleſle ſpring of teares, 

To thinke how Def in a colde bed lyes: 

We thought our Arte would haue preſeru'd her ever, 

But now we ſee his pureſt power and ſtrengih 

Was but for to prolong, (and not deliver ) 

Her life, which death did ouercome at length: 

No truſt we put in Phyicks Arte at all 

But this; when alwayes we began to make it, 

For life no more to be effectuall, 

Till when her ſtomacks ſtrength did falle to take it: 
Which weekeneſſe finding in her vitall vaines, 
Thea ended ſhe her life, and we our paines. 

bran CeASTIT ATI Ln. | 
Ence from my mouth, and waſt no more thy teares : 
No teates preuaile to take my Delia from ine: 
No ſighs can make my breaſt that thee yp-reares 
Diilolue in two; with kneeling thus pon me: 
But to the greene-graſle ſ hilles be winging, 

Where pleaſure doth releaſe thetime of ſorrow, 

And where in pleaſure ſorrow fitsa fin 

When one ſad ſoule anothers beeſt doth borrow: 

There make a Chaplet of the ſweeteſt flowers, 
That prettie pinked Groue or Dale doth yeeld 3 
There ſhade thy temples in thoſe templed bowers 

That canopize the haunters of the field 2 

And round about thee inthe Springing Meedes, 
The Swaymer will finger Ditties to their reedes. 


(OR els, gird Bow and Quiuer to thy ſide, n 
And run with Cynthia in the Pheboone-parke, 

To ſeeke the Hart where he his head deth hide, 
Wich bended Bow whiles chopping Talbots barke 
That after Midday-heat ſome Willow ynder 

You may betake your ſelfe to bathe and waſh (ber 

In ſome cleate ſpring = coole with ſuch an num- 
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That none may ſee you nak'd to ſport and daſh, 

Thou may'ſt be happic, that in Bramees ſnow, 
Thy flight was not decree'd ner Deu death, 

On euery twigge a thouſand pleaſures graue, 

That nov a Heauen doth ſcarce reſemble Earth : 
Leue kneeling teares, bid farewell Court & trayne, 
For them thou knowlt not when to (re agaiue. 

Sepulchrum NY MP HIS, Loquens. 

ASberThaue diſmĩ'ſt, ſo muſt I you; (keepe her, 

Nought can releaſe your Queene my armes mult 

No ſad ſubmiſsion though you bend and bow, 
Are ought of force co make ye more be- wecpe her: 

Binde vp your naire,, wipe both your cheekes and eyes, 
Leaue wrioging, knee ling. thumping of iny breſt, 
Enuie not me, though in ine, Delia lyes, 

Fot ſhee contented, giues het ſelfe to tcſt, 

For I am night, and bed; her life was day, WT 
Wherein courPd and tecouſ d her cares of minde, 
Which wearied her at laſt: but I tor aye 
Am that ſwezre relt, wherein ſhee reſt doth finde: 

O Nymphs! for Delia, why ſo much complaine yec? 
Doubtleſſe as good a Queene will entertaine yee, 
, Sepulchruns HEROIBVS L:guens, 
Sſemble now no more tor Conſultation : 
(l mcane, for Delia ſafetie, life, and ſtate ) 
I cake vpon me now her preſeruation, 
All wits extending duetie coinet too late t 

You haue comminted her vnto my keeping, 

Sheeis my priſpner, | am ber Gaole, "EF 

The debr's ſo great, chat neither gold nor weeping, 

Nor all the world beſide,gan be her baile, 

Bondage is iudgd to be her puniſhment, 

Deatu officer to exeeute hes woe: | 


For Tune Uimptiſonment, ; 
Perperuall to earthy ta Heaven not (oe; ., 


ker 
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For Jones ſweete e Mercarie, will from her tombe, 


Releaſe your Delia at the day of Doome. 


Vermes MEDICIS Lequens. 
YOu that by Art procure the eaſe of man 
Wich ſhort abridgement of continuance, 

Lis ſhort you ſee for not beyond a ſpanne, 
The greateſt Prince of all you can aduance ⁊ 
Your cate is waſting caſe, and Nature ipendech, , 

Perchance you'ic ſay it addes vnto the breathz 
Not ſo in age, for then it but beſriendeth 
The heart, to bring it to a pleaſant death: 
For now your labours vaine, you ſee at laſt, 
The leafes and Rules of Galen lies at reſt, 
And now when all your hope is dead and paſt, 
No more you ſearch to finde Probatum eſt, 


Now what's your art iu power, ne all you haue, 


Cannot preſcrue her bodie in the Gtaue. 


FOr whats her body now, whereon ſuch care 
. Was ſtill beſtow d ia all humilitie ? 
Where arte her robes ꝰ is not het body bare, 
Reſpectles in the earths obſcuritie ? 
Now where's her glory and her Maieſtie? 
' Hertriplecrowne, ber honour, ſtate, and traine? 
Me not her riches all in pouertie, 
And all her carthly Gloryes paſt and vaine, 
Now where are all her cates, her glorious dithes, 
That were by death of ſundry creatures ſpread, 
Her Fowles, her fat Quadrapiaiſts and Fiſhes, 
Are they not living, now your Dela dead? 
Aud we ia life too filthy for her tobth, 
Are now in death the next vnto het mouth. 


; 


"4 


With 


/ 
4 


K 
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| 722 that the greedy wormes their heads ſhrunk do va 


The graue ſhut cloſe het heaule brooken ground, 
And crawling crept vato her liueleſſe crowne 
Much like to Flyes about a bleeding wound, 


Then all her Mourners eyes were yailde and bliade, 


They weepe no: now with paſcion of the ſight, 

But with atrue remembrance of the minde | 

They meane to mourne their Delia day and night: 
Thence they returne, where Debs helpleſlelyes, 
Each one betakes him to a priuate place 

To wipe the teares of ouer delug d eyes, 

Inſtead of her to welcome ſuch a Grace 

As all the Boundes of Europe, ne the Earth, 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Aﬀecds a wiſer Prince of greater Birth, 
FINIS. 
A | In laude Authors, 


PASSE foorth,purefem,to Subiects cenſuring, 
And what thy verrue yeelds, let SubicQs read, 

Free is thy heart from falſe diſſembling, 

For whicks thrice happie, in ſo bleſt a deed : 
Small is thy pott, yet with rich Trueth artgrac't, 
A1dzcalous Tructh in higheſt Heauens is plac't : 

V Vherc ſhe (great Empreſle) euet ſinging liueth, 

Before his chriſtal Thron, which al good giueth) 
More vrhite than Snow, free d from infirmitie, 
Cro Ni d with pute Lawrell of Eternitie: 

Maay haue writ ſad Elegizs of woe: 

But theſe ttu: Mourners with het Funeral goe. 


4 g: St, G. 


